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than a granite crag. He simply repeated his first telegram. It was
too much for the Princesse de Sagan. That poor lady was afraid
to let her countrymen know that she was selling to America one
of France's great art treasures. She replied that if Father would
make the payment in unidentifiable French bank-notes, he could
have the picture.
Charles Durand Ruel brought back an order signed only by the
princesse's valet on the back of her visiting-card. In a panic lest
something might yet occur to upset the sale, Father rushed from
the Durand Ruel gallery, picked up two sashed and capped porters
in the street, and with their hand-cart went clattering over the
cobbles of Paris to the Hotel de Sagan. The card gave him a
dubious admission. He pushed past the servants, lifted the Rem-
brandt from the wall, and carried it out to the cart. I should have
liked to see that procession back to the gallery—the sweating
porteurs in their peg-top corduroys and blue shirts and Father, tall,
erect, determined, steadying the precious painting in the cart as he
strode on his long legs beside them.
Father left the Rembrandt safely with Durand Ruel during his
visit, and when he returned to New York he kept the masterpiece
in his cabin.
Two other episodes in his career illustrate that determination of
his which could penetrate all resistance. So far as I know, only once
in his life did he meet failure in any major exercise of his will. Un-
happily, I was the one to defeat him then, though there was nothing
else I could do.
It is not my intention to give any complete account here of my
father's life beyond the mention that in the twenty-five years be-
tween 1873 and 1898 he rose from a clerk, at $1,500 a year, with a
Chicago wholesale coal company to the presidency of the Union
National Bank of Chicago and directorships on the Postal Tele-
graph Cable Company, the B. & O. Railroad, and other large cor-
porations. In 1874 he married my mother, who was Eva Frances
Butler, of Chicago, daughter of a pioneer paper manufacturer. She
died on her wedding anniversary, November 4, 1888, and the next
day was Clare Ellsworth's third birthday.
My father's greatest business achievement was his development
of the Ellsworth coal-mines in Washington County, Pa., south of

